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A random bar in LA. You just stride in, moody, desperate for a drink. You're pissed because of a bad audition 
earlier on in the day, and an even worse band rehearsal. So fuck it. There's no chance in hell of having a quiet 
uninterrupted binge in your usual bar up in Hollywood as the David fangirls are out in full and they know 
where you go and where you sing. Tonight you don't want to be bothered by anyone, you shouldn't have to 
plaster on that fake Hollywood smile tonight, turn up that fucking charm. You take a seat at the bar and make 


your order. 


You're too busy reliving the fucking bullshit audition you got sent to notice much about the bar at first. 
You're going to have fucking words with your agent tomorrow, instead of with his fucking voice mail. You're 
frowning so much and you remember an old girlfriend used to joke that frowning would spoil your Hollywood 
looks. Your shoulders shake slightly at that and you relax your guard slightly. Three beers, two whiskies, no 
autographs, Johnny Cash on the jukebox. You like it here. 


You look around. Place isn't that busy but it is Tuesday evening, maybe it hots up at the weekend. The only 
other person at the bar is a man wearing a suit who is also avoiding the gaze of the barman. He's drinking a 


clear liquid - you guess straight vodka - with a sullen expression on his face. 
It kinda matches yours, come to think of it. 


He doesn't look like anyone you'd usually see at all those cast parties, or even in the circles around the band. 
The fucking suit - you hate wearing those things unless you're getting in character - and the fucking lack of 
LA. tan completely throws you. Long fingers grasp the glass. Pianists fingers. He senses someone looking at him 
and he glances around at you. Blue eyes framed by full dark eyelashes. Fuck. It's rude to stare. You order 
another whiskey to drown out the feeling in your stomach. And to reduce the blush in your cheeks. Fucking 
hell, not now. 


You glance over again. He doesn't seem fucked off with you, just curious. He makes you feel underdressed, 
which is fucking weird. He taps his now empty glass with the ring on his right ring finger and you feel your 
heart pounding in your chest. Fuck. How long has it been? You've been so fucking careful to project the image 
of the clean-cut southerner, so aside from that blowjob in the bathroom of some club one time, there has 
been no private life of Christian Kane for a long while. Fuck. You shift in your seat and order another drink, a 
double this time. And a vodka for the suit. Hopefully he's not a lawyer or something. Perhaps not with that 
hair. You miss having longer hair but you're playing the bullshit audition game at the moment. Fuck. You look 
over and he nods thanks to you as he throws back his drink in one easy movement. Your cock twitches and 
you try to ignore it. You smile and you remind yourself it's just a drink, it doesn't mean anything. You down 


your drink and get down from your stool and stride to the men’s, feeling his gaze on your back. 


After you take a leak, you find yourself staring in the grimy mirror above the sink at your reflection You 
caught the sun today, driving back across uptown, driving around and around, too frustrated to stay still 
Sometimes you can't stop moving around. Your blue eyes twinkle at yourself, and you crack a goofy grin for no 
reason. At least you shaved today, you think, running a hand through your hair. You haven't had an attack of 
the nerves for a while, not since the early days of the band. You bet yourself that when you leave the john 
and go back to your seat at the bar, he'll be gone. No name, no number, a tip for the barman and another 
missed notch on your bedpost. You're too busy half the time thinking about your fucking ambitions, your 
fucking career, you can't read the signs properly. Often, there arent any signs to read. Not everyone checks 


you out, face it. 

You're a nobody in this town. 

One bad, mistimed audition and it's like the sky is falling. Get a grip. 

You smooth back your hair and decide to just walk away from the sink, away from the bar and the man in the 
suit, away from acting and singing, away from LA. and away from this life. But the door swings open and the 


suit is there in the doorway, still looking moody, but also looking enquiring towards you. In the bright neon light 
of the men's room, he looks even paler in contrast to the black suit and the black hair. He's the same height 


as you, you notice. You've always been touchy about your height. 
| wondered where you got to," he explained offhandedly. "I owe you a drink" 


You start to turn him down but he looks offended and even more pissed, so you bite your tongue and wind up 
sitting next to him at the bar, drinking in silence. The barman doesn't even raise an eyebrow. You can tell he 
just wants to go home to his girl. Everyone has someone. You can't blame him but the prospect of sitting in 
your empty condo and eating take out in front of re-runs is too much of a fucking downer to contemplate. 
Should have gone to that party with David, should be flirting with some well-endowed girls somewhere. The 
suit clinks the ice cubes in his glass beside you and you think, maybe not. Maybe not. 


Close up, you notice his more delicate features, the way his nose narrows to a perfect point, and the curve 
and shape of his eyelids. Not that he looks in any way feminine, the way his jaw juts with the light dusting of 
dark stubble across it kind of emphasises that. He catches your eye and raises his glass sardorically. You join 
him in a silent toast, a silent fuck you to LA. No wedding ring on his left hand, you note. Not that that means 
anything in this city. 


His baby blues scan you from head to toe, trying to work you out. Guess he's not an Angel fan. Guess he 


doesn't watch much TV. The fan whirrs above you both. Finally, he speaks again - the silence has gone from 
compariable to strained and you can't work out why. That feeling in your stomach tightens as he asks, directly, 


"What brings you to this dive then?" 


You grind your teeth a fraction - your ex used to tell you off for that as well - and take a gulp of your drink 
before answering simply, trying to keep the bitterness out of your voice, "Bad audition" 


He nods and says nothing for a while, looking at his glass. 

You break the silence and ask, "What about you?" 

The suit laughs dryly, "My sort of boss. He can be an ass." 

You nod and gesture to the barman who seems pretty close to just leaving the bottles on the bar so you and 
the suit can serve yourselves. It's a tedious day and he doesn't want to move. You give him a nice fat tip 


when he pours you another drink and he just nods at you. Whatever. 


The suit doesn't recognise you and in some ways that's better, that means he won't be playing the name game 
with you. You can just sit there, drowning out the part of your brain that still wants to think. 


If only you could drown out, or even numb, the part of you that still wants to fuck. Jesus, you shift in your 


seat before making another unnecessary trip to the john 


Fuck this. You look in the mirror again. What are you doing? You feel fifteen again, frustrated and full of 


hormones. Shyer than you are in your usual haunts with the usual crowd. It was a mistake coming here. That 


guy doesn't even know your name. 
You don't even know his. 


The door opens and it's him again, you don't even have to look round this time. You try not to flinch when he 
sidles up and stands behind you, staring into your eyes through the mirror. Same height, beautiful blue eyes. 
He complements you well, compact in his suit, whereas you're more defined, you work out more. He's standing 


so close; you can feel his breath on your collarbone. 
iY y 


He puts his hands on your hips. You twist round and suddenly you're kissing him hungrily on the mouth, and 
he's kissing back and fuck its so warm in that tiny room all of a sudden. Out of the corner of your eye you 
can see the reflection of the two of you embracing and his face looks so focused and the way your bodies look 
Together is so hot and so right that you find yourself gripping him round his shoulders so tightly, desperate 
for body on body contact, feeling yourself getting hard. 


You feel his mouth curl in a smile against your mouth, and you know he can feel what he's done to you. His 


hand moves down towards your zipper and you grab his hand, stopping it 
"This is crazy," you say. "I don't even know your name" 

"Its Troy," he says, smirking, Stupid name, probably fake. 

"Im Chris." Even stupider, not using a fake name. Idiot. But fuck it 


Things are deliciously hazy thanks to the whisky, but the suit - Troy - is pushing you into the one stall and 
locking the door behind you both and then you pull him closer to you and start kissing him again. He tastes of 
vodka and not much else. He smells of the same cologne your ex used to buy you. This is strangely comforting. 
He bites your lip gently, and you let out a gasp. The chain of events that led you to this bar - including the 
shitty audition - maybe they were worth it for this. Troy's hands reach underneath your shirt and stroke up 
your stomach towards your chest and it's been so long since the last time, the last man that you can't help 
it, you moan deeply into his mouth. He pushes you against the cubicle wall and begins to pinch and rub at your 
nipples, all the while kissing you long and slow, as if you both had all the time in the world. Your hands grasp 
his hips and pull them closer to yours. You find yourself grinding and rubbing against him as you cup and 


squeeze his ass and he lets out a quiet but intense moan before biting your bottom lip again 


He breaks the kiss and undoes your pants with a practiced ease, yanks them down past your knees, along with 
your briefs. You're panting now, desperate for release after trying to play the good straight boy for so long. 
He's looking into your eyes like you're the only one he's ever wanted and he's grasping your cock firmly and 
assertively. Fuck. You paw at his zipper desperately, and he laughs in a good-humoured way before loosening 
his white belt and undoing his pants. He too is rock hard, and his dick practically jumps into your hand. His hips 
are slightly narrower than yours but you still look so fucking good together. You look up again at his face, his 
and your hands start to move in time together, slowly but thoroughly, as though you are some place more 


private and not in some men's bathroom someplace. With your other hand you grab him by the head and guide 


his head in closer so you're kissing again, a little more fast and deeper this time. 


You've missed this feeling so fucking much. The tight but good feeling brewing in your stomach, the way his 
cock feels so warm and hard and right in your hand, his hot as fuck lips moving against yours. His hand speeds 
up and you match him in pace, panting into his mouth all the while. It's too good and you're losing yourself in 
him, it's so fucking sweet and real. Before you know it, before you even want to yet, you're moaning into his 


mouth, grabbing hold of his hip, coming hard and so sharply and it feels so God damn night 


You break off from kissing him, gasping "Fuck," but Troy's eyes are closed and he's biting his own bottom lip as 
his hips make one final delicious thrust, and he makes a deep warm groan at the back of his throat as his 
body shakes and he comes over your hips and crotch. You grasp him tightly around his waist and he smells of 
cologne and salt and the whole thing is too fucking perfect for words. 


"My place?" he murmurs into your ear after a moment, warm breath making you shiver. 


"Sure thing," you say, realising you have no real choice here. Its too fucking real, too fucking sweet, too fucking 


perfect. 


Troy's eyes are still looking at you through the mirror when you both leave the bathroom. You smile. He 


smiles back. 


